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Leather Strip 


The Orange Grove was a complex hidden away in the Californian forests. Covering nearly one hundred acres, it 
comprised of hotel rooms, chalets, swimming pools, saunas, and clubs. But it wasn't you're average forest 


hideaway. 


Its clientele were discerning and in need of a place to hide away from the world. Their tastes were as diverse 
as their occupations and someone needed to cater to them. That person was Max Sallis and the three thousand 
people he employed. He'd decided that he, and those like him, needed a place to play away from watchful eyes. 
A place where the rich and famous could get their rocks off and relax afterwards. No need to visit two or 


more places to get their kicks before making their way home. 


Leather Strip was one of the Orange Grove's several clubs. Decorated tastefully in red and gold, high backed 
velvet couches lined the edges of the long smoked glass runway. Light was kept to a minimum with just a few 
small, lamps dotting the walls and candles on the tables. The rest of the lights were focused on the runway 
and those who danced upon it. At one end, the runway bulged out and a pole rose from the stage and to the 
ceiling. Discretion was of the highest order and the deep couches and shadows provided all the privacy that 
the club's clients needed. 


A man with long, dark hair and a beard was seated in one of the couches. His arms stretched up behind him to 
rest on the top of the seat. One wrist was draped over the other and tattoos peeked from beneath his black 
suit jacket. His stout refusal to give into Hollywood standards meant he looked ever inch the forty-five years 
his driver's license said he was. Yet his eyes told a different story. His eyes were filled with a glimmer of the 
soul of someone far younger, and more fun-loving, than the numbers that made up his age. But he didn't care 
what Hollywood, or his management, or his fans wanted. He was enjoying himself and that was all that 


mattered. 


With one leg crossed over the other, he pouted and shifted to the music as he waited for the next person to 
step onto the glass. Leather Strip mostly dealt with male dancers with the occasional, more exotic, woman 


thrown in for good measure. 


The staff were polite, and mostly invisible. They only appeared when he raised a hand, indicating that he wanted 
a drink. Some of the staff wore slender, leather collars with tags dangling from them. It was an indication that 
they had already been bought by someone for the night, or were owned outright by another client. An identical 
collar lay on the couch beside the man, waiting for him to choose someone. A tag dangled from it, its 
inscription reading Property of Dave Grohl For a cool $15,000, he got the use of a fully staffed chalet and one 
of the property's staff for twenty four hours. Extra nights were charged at $7,000. He'd once spent an entire 
week at The Orange Grove while he'd sampled the delights of a particularly fine little redhead. Shame the 
redhead had had a boyfriend to go home to. 


As the first strains of Letters to Cleo's cover of "Dangerous Type" played, Dave looked up. A young man, 
eighteen or nineteen, twenty at most, wandered from the shadows and out onto the runway. He was dressed in 
baggy jeans and a Queen tshirt that looked to be several sizes too big. Blonde hair fell around his face and, 
from the nervous look in his eyes, Dave knew it was the young man's first night. It looked as though he'd been 
dressed to play on his innocence and naivety, something that was definitely doing it for Dave. Most importantly, 
he wasn't wearing a collar. Dave's hand was in the air even before the boy on the stage had a chance to show 


his moves 


Marco, a tall, gaunt looking man was at Dave's elbow in a heartbeat. The black suit he wore only accentuated 


just how slender he was. 
"Yes, Mr Grohl?" 


"This one," Dave said as he gestured to the stage. Picking up the collar, he held it out. "Collar him and bring 
him to me, please?" 


"Are you sure, sir? It is his first night and, well, he's not got any experience in that department. Are you sure 
you wouldn't prefer someone who's more capable of satisfying your needs? We have a stunning brunette 


celebrating his twenty first birthday today. | bet he would love to share a few drinks with you." 


"No, Marco. This one's just perfect." Dave smiled and held out the collar. 


It was plucked from his fingers and Marco nodded. "As you wish, sir.” 


From the corner of his eye, he watched Marco nod. On the stage, the boy visibly slumped before turning and 
walking back toward the shadows. 


Finishing his drink, Dave sat back and waited. A few moments later and a fresh drink arrived for him. Looking 


up at his server, Dave smiled. 


He gestured to the small tumbler. "Can you please get me another one of those? And can you please have a 


magnum of champagne sent to chalet 212?" 

The man smiled and gave a little bow. "As you wish, sir.” 

"Mr Grohl?" 

Looking up, Dave found Marco standing beside him. The man's expression never changed. It was always 
impressive and non-judgemental. Beside him stood the boy from the stage. The slim collar looked good around 
his neck. A leash had been clipped to it and Marco held it out for Dave to take. 


"Have a good evening, Mr Grohl." 


Dave's smile widened and, for the first time that night, he saw something positive flicker through Marco's 
eyes. 


‘| will, Marco. And you." 

The pale man gave him a single nod before leaving. Gently tugging on the leash, Dave drew the nervous boy to 
the couch. He truly was gorgeous and Dave wondered what kind of body lay beneath the baggy layers of 
clothes. From the colouring of the boy's hair, Dave suspected it would be some tightly honed little surfer. 


"Come. Sit" Dave patted the deep couch. "You're not on display any longer.” 


The boy did as he was asked and perched on the edge. His worried eyes watched Dave and, hoping to win him 


over, Dave smiled warmly and held out his hand. 
"l'm Dave." 


The boy stared at Dave, and then at his hand, before working his way back up to Dave's face. Finally he took 
the singer's hand and shook it. 


"Taylor" 


"Hey, Taylor." His smile stayed in place. "Do you drink?" He gestured to the two glasses on the table. "H's 


whisky. Help yourself” 

‘lm only nineteen 

"That's okay. You're drinking with me. They're not going to stop you." 

The young man faltered before reaching out and picking up one of the glasses. Ice cubes tinkled off the edge of 
the glass and hazel eyes watched Dave as Taylor took a sip. He couldn't wait to get back to the chalet and take 
a proper look at Taylor. But the waiting was all part of the game. They'd drink together for a while before 
going back to the chalet. There, they'd sit on the couch a little more. Maybe they'd talk. Or maybe they'd 
watch TV. Finally, he'd ask Taylor to take his clothes off so he could get a better look at the young man he'd 
be spending the night with. And he had a feeling that, no matter how inexperienced he was, Taylor wasn't going 
to disappoint. 


Picking up his own glass, Dave clinked it against Taylor's. "Cheers. Here's to a great evening!" 


Taylor never moved from his perch on the edge of the couch. All evening long he sat there like a bird, taking 
nervous sips of whisky as he watched Dave from behind his hair. The leash still trailed from the collar and to 
Dave's hand. It wasn't compulsory, just a way for the club to tell other patrons that the staff member wasn't 
to be disturbed. The collar should have been enough of a warning. But when alcohol was involved, anything could 
happen. Reaching over, Dave wrapped his fingers around the clasp. 


"Let's get rid of this, shall we?" he murmured. 


When the leash fell away, Taylor appeared to relax a little. His shoulders weren't so tight and he lifted his head 
a little. 


"Better?" Dave asked. 
Taylor nodded, the curtains of sun-blonde hair falling back into his eyes. 


"Good. Gonna sit back a little? You're making me feel like you're going to run. And, trust me, I'd chase you. But 


I'd rather not" 


He saw a flicker of a smile touch Taylor's lips before fading. Picking up the bottle of Crown Royal, Dave filled 
first Taylor's glass and then his own 


"So what do you do outside of work?" 


Taylor shrugged. "Not much. Surf" 


Dave smiled knowingly. "Anything else?" 

The young man gave another shrug so Dave tried another tactic. 

"Got a girlfriend?" he asked. 

Taylor shook his head. 

"Boyfriend?" 

Another shake of the head. 

"You're kidding me, right?" Dave softly teased. "Handsome guy like you and no one wants you?" 
Taylor shrugged. "l'm a bit of a spaz. No one wants someone who can't concentrate." 

"So how do you concentrate?" 


Taylor continued to look down into his glass. In the two hours they'd been together, he'd never once looked at 


Dave. "I've got a drum kit. I'm not very good." 


Dave suddenly felt his excitement peak. But it was an entirely different type of excitement. "No way! You're a 
drummer?! Me too!" 


Taylor shrugged. Again. "Like | said, l'm not a very good drummer. And everyone knows you're a drummer," he 


finished with a chuckle. 


Dave dropped his voice again, not wanting to scare Taylor. "Incidentally, I'm looking for a drummer. You should 


come and try out" 
"What happened to the other one?" 


"He walked out. Said | was a dictator. I'm not a dictator. Just a bit of a control freak. They're two completely 
different things. What kinds of bands do you like?" 


Still Taylor refused to look at him and Dave sensed that a change of location might help him loosen up a little. 
"Queen," he replied. 
“Anything else?" 


When he didn't get a reply, Dave wound the leash around one hand and stood. Picking up the bottle of whisky 
he looked down at the young man. Taylor still sat, head down and the glass in his hands. He'd barely touched 


the drink, his nerves still on show. He was almost too young to be working out at The Orange Grove. And with 


no experience, either. 


"Come on," Dave said, "let's go." 


The walkways between the main buildings and the chalets were lined with trees and bushes. Lights were dotted 
among them, spilling pools of light onto the tarmac. The boys of Leather Strip were taught to be submissive 
and to do whatever their patron for the right asked. Taylor had acted perfectly, never questioning Dave as 
he'd finally stood up and followed. Another club, The Night Owl, catered for those who wanted to be submissive 


to another. 


He could have taken Taylor to a hundred different place within the complex. To the pool, the sauna or, if he'd 
been in the mood, to one of the many dungeons dotted around. They were safe, quiet spaces for people to get 
to know one another and one of the many reasons The Orange Grove had been founded. Dave knew, from 
experience, that if Taylor had spent longer than five minutes on that stage he'd have been bent over and 


whipped. Leather Strip really did live up to its name when it came to the acts its dancers put on. 


But he wanted to keep that for himself should he choose. He wanted to be the one that would bend Taylor 


over and give the young man his first taste of something other than a guiding parental hand against his rear. 


Glancing over his shoulder, Dave saw that Taylor was still following in his wake. That was another thing the 
staff of The Orange Grove were trained to do; walk to heel. Taylor would walk in his shadow until they reached 
the chalet. Then Dave would treat him as an equal. 


Taking the card key from his pocket, Dave walked up the wooden steps. There was a swing seat on the chalet's 
porch and a light dangled over the door. Opening the door, Dave felt the warmth come from inside. The butler, 


maids, and chef had all gone, leaving a warm and welcoming building in their wake. 
Leaning against the door frame, he smiled. "Come on in" 


Taylor finally looked at him and Dave felt his heart melt. Those eyes were wide and puppy-like, Taylor looking 
up from beneath his long lashes. Carefully he picked his way up the steps and walked past Dave. Stepping in, 
Dave shut the door and turned the porch light out. It was the indication that he didn't want to be disturbed, at 


least not until dawn 


The door opened on to a large, open living area. Couches sat around a low table. A dining table and chairs were 
set beside the patio doors. To the left was the kitchen and, to the right, was the bedroom and bathroom. Dave 
knew that the bed would already have been turned down and that the drawers would be filled with toys. 


The champagne had been set beside one of the couches. Uncorking it, Dave poured two glasses before crashing 


onto the plump cushions. He patted his knees. 


"Come and sit with me." 


Taylor stood before him, head down and hands stuffed in his pockets. His innocence was getting to Dave, making 
his dick hard inside his suit pants. Oh, how he wanted to strip the suit away and fuck the boy senseless. But 
part of the fun was the build up. 


Slowly, the blonde boy approached him. Reaching past Dave, he placed a hand on the back of the couch and slid 
his knees along Dave's thighs. The small metal tag jingled against the collar. In the low light, Dave could make 
out faint acne scars and the sienna colouring of Taylor's lashes and soft stubble. 


Dave waited for Taylor to settle before he murmured, "Good boy." 


His hand to rest lightly on Taylor's thighs. The blonde didn't flinch and Dave smiled. Lifting one hand, he curled 
his finger beneath Taylor's chin and the boy's hazel eyes to his own Worry and fear still flickered across 
Taylor's face. 


"I'm not gonna hurt you." 
Taylor nodded quickly, his Adam's apple bobbing. 


"| just wanna admire you. You're very pretty and, tonight, | get a surfer boy all to myself. Never had that 


before." 


A blush tickled Taylor's cheeks and he tried to lower his head. Keeping his fingers under the boy's chin, Dave 
drew Taylor's gaze back up. His other hand wandered to the collar that was looped around the blonde's neck 
and his fingers grazed over the worn leather. How many had worn it before Taylor? How many others had he 


taken from the stage and to his bed? 

"This looks good on you. Suits you. You should wear it all the time." 

Dave could feel his arousal becoming painful and, as Taylor shifted in his lap, he knew that the young man 
could also feel it. The alcohol was swirling through him, warming him, and begging with him to get on with what 
was at hand. His gaze dropped to Taylor's groin Either the boy wasn't feeling anything yet or the baggy jeans 
were doing a good job of hiding it. 


Yet the young man was on his feet as Dave moved in to brush his lips against Taylor's cheek Shocked, he sat 


back and looked up at blonde before him. 
| can't," Taylor said. 


"Can't what?" 


Once more, that veil of hair fell before Taylor's eyes as he lowered his head. "I can't fuck you." 
"Why not?" 
Taylor's eyes snapped to his own “Because you're old enough to be my Dad!" 


Dave felt deflated. Sure, he was pushing the wrong side of forty but he still thought he had the looks to keep 


someone interested. Not that he ever really particularly cared about how he looked, but still.. 


"Well. Um. Okay. But you'll still stay, right?" Damn, now he was sounding whiny and needy. Which, at times, he 


could be. Sometimes he needed someone to give him their constant and undivided attention. 


Taylor's eyes shifted between Dave and the door. Suddenly the singer was feeling uncomfortable and he sank a 
little deeper into the couch. 


"Look," Taylor began. "I'm gonna go. l'm sorry. Get them to refund your money or send someone else over." 


When he began to make for the door, Dave got to his feet. Wrapping a hand around Taylor's wrist, he gently 
pulled the young man to a stop. Fear suddenly snapped across the blonde's face and he moved to struggle free. 


"I just wanted to say thanks," Dave softly said, "for making an old man's night more pleasant. | really 
appreciated your company. | understand that you feel uncomfortable. You probably want someone your own 


age to be your first and who can blame you." He shrugged and gave a sad, lopsided smile. "I know | would” 
He watched Taylor's shoulders slump. After a moment, the young man asked, "What was your first time like?" 


"Awkward. Painful. | was about your age and | met someone older. Much older than | am now. He rushed me. 


You shouldn't be rushed and you shouldn't be working this job until you've got some experience." 
"| need the money," Taylor softly said. 


"I know. Which is why | offered you the chance to come and audition for my band. The offer still stands even 
if you walk out of the door." Fumbling in a pocket, Dave pulled out a business card. "That's my direct number. 
Give me a call to set up a date." 


When Taylor plucked the card from his fingers, Dave turned and walked back to the couch. Picking up the 
forgotten glass of champagne, he downed it in one before refilling it. Suddenly he felt about fifteen again 
Fifteen and being rejected by that cute boy he'd seen at the back of the class. Then it was sixteen and being 
rejected by the guy who played drums in the school marching band. Seventeen and being rejected by that punk 
he'd taken a shine to. Despite being the "nicest guy in rock", on a personal front his life had been a series of 
rejections, first because he'd been "a nice guy but I'm not into you. Sorry" before it morphed into "lm sorry. 
You're too famous. | can't be seen in bed with you". The one relationship that had lasted for any length of time 
had ended back in the ‘40's. And he wasn't about to go and revisit those memories. After that, his personal life 


had become a series of paid for fucks at The Orange Grove. One night, or one week, stands where the 
receiving partner had been paid for the attention he so desperately craved. Dave was forever surrounded by 
people, yet most of them would never know that he'd probably never have the one thing he craved the most. 
Knocking back the champagne, Dave lowered his head. His elbows rested on his knees, the glass dangling from 
his fingers. His shoulders rocked as he tried to push down the grief. He had so much love to give and there 


was no one willing to take it from him unless they were paid to. 


Dave felt the couch depress beside him but he didn't lift his head. Instead, he watched as a single tear fell into 
the glass. When a hand touched his back, he flinched. 


"Hey," Taylor's voice was quiet. "I'm sorry you're hurting.” 

Shaking his head, Dave replied, "It's okay. I'm used to it now.’ 

"lll stay if you like." 

Lifting his head, Dave smiled sadly. "I'd like that. Thank you." 

"What would you like to do?" 

Brushing the hair from his face, Dave forced himself to regain his composure. "Will you please sit in my lap." 
Sitting back, he waited until Taylor's welcome weight was settled against his thighs before he wrapped his 
arms around the young man. Holding Taylor close, Dave buried his head against the blonde's shoulder and let 
out a long sigh. 

‘Sorry for being so needy," he murmured. 

"s alright." 

"I know. But you should never have to see that." 

"l'm sure l'Il see far worse than that in this job," Taylor murmured. 

Pulling back, Dave smiled. Reaching out, he touched Taylor's cheek and guided the young man closer. The first, 
hesitant kiss was electrifying. Shivers coursed down Dave's spine and he softly moaned as he Taylor gently 
returned the kiss. Fingers tickled along his suit jacket before reaching beneath it and for the hem of the shirt. 
His own hands slid down Taylor's back, memorising the blonde's slender, willowy body. He couldn't wait to get 
Taylor naked and take him to bed. Did he regret losing his composure and crying? Of course he did No man 


wanted to cry in front of another one, especially one he'd paid to be with. It was degrading and humiliating. Yet 


Taylor had come back to him and it made Dave wonder why. 


"Strip for me," he murmured. "Show me the moves they've taught you." 
Taylor pulled back and smiled. His hazel eyes were glassy and his pupils wide. "Can | have a drink first?" 
"Of course!" 


Reaching for the second glass, he handed it to Taylor who, in turn, drank the drink in one. The young man 
moved from his lap to stand in front of Dave. Picking up the remote, Dave turned on the stereo. Tito and 
Tarantula's "After Dark" played from hidden speakers and a seductive smile twisted Taylor's lips. The blonde's 
hips began to sway in time to the slow beat and his fingers picked at the hem of his too-big shirt. Grinning, 


Dave sank back, one hand trailing to his returning erection 


Slowly the shirt was lifted, revealing a expanse of tight, flat stomach. Taylor's skin had been kissed by the sun 
and, as he pulled the shirt higher, Dave could see that his nipples were small and pert. Lifting the shirt over 
his head, he let it dangle from his fingers before it was allowed to fall. With one hand creeping towards his 
crotch, Taylor let the other ride over his stomach and to his nipples. His head fell back and Dave could hear 
him moaning quietly as he rolled a nipple between thumb and forefinger. 


The young man's lithe body continued to move as he reached for his pants. Dave wanted to shove his own, 
uncomfortable suit pants to his ankles and jerk off. Slowly Taylor inched his jeans down to reveal a pair of 
tight white boxer shorts. Dave gave a low whistle and was reaching for the button of his own pants when 
Taylor raised a hand. Stopping, he watched as the blonde shook his head, a cheeky grin on his lips. Dave felt his 
heart swell as the young man's confidence grew. Sliding his hand away from his groin, he sat back and just 
admired the view. Taylor wasn't just pretty. He was smoking hot and Dave really couldn't wait to get him into 
bed and burst his cherry. But not before he'd done something else. 

As Taylor hooked his fingers in to the waistband, Dave stopped him. "Don't take them off." 

Taylor frowned. "Why?" 

"Because | want you to do something for me first.” 


The blonde's eyes went wide and Dave couldn't help but smile as the innocence began to return. "What?" 


"| want you to bend over the arm of the couch." 
"Oh. What for?" 


Dave tried to keep his smile as warm as possible, trying not to smirk at the prospect of what was to come. 


"You know what for. And you were bad. You did try to walk out on me." 


At the tone of his voice, Taylor appeared to relax. His smile returned and he cocked a hip, one hand wrapping 
around it. "Well, you made me walk out. You were being demanding." 


Inside, Dave was screaming with happiness as Taylor began to play along. "But you do deserve this. And | 


promise not to go too hard on you if you apologise.” 


The blonde boy pouted and moved to the couch. Delicately, he stood on his tiptoes before stretching himself 
over the arm. Placing his hands on Taylor's hips, Dave carefully arranged him until his fabric clad ass was 


pointing perfectly upwards. Gently he stroked a hand over Taylor's tight cheeks, savouring how they felt 
"You have a gorgeous little ass. I'm looking forward to turning it red" 

At that, Taylor lifted his head, mock worry floating through his eyes. "Please. Not too hard" 

"We'll see" Dave smirked 


Going to the bedroom, he opened the drawers until he found what he was looking for. A cane with a curved 
handle lay in one of them. Taking it out, Dave gave it a few practice swings, listening as it whistled through the 
air. It would do perfectly. 


Walking back out into the living area, he placed the cane on the couch before Taylor's eyes. The young man's 


response was entirely expected. 
"No! Nol" he pleaded as he wriggled against the couch. "Please, no. Not that. Anything but that!" 


Placing a hand in the curve of Taylor's back, Dave held him down. "But you've been bad and deserve to be 
punished." 


Eyes that were starting to redden with tears looked up at him and Taylor sniffled. He wiped a hand over his 


nose and his forehead furrowed as he listened. 
"And I'll go easy on you," Dave said. 


Stepping behind the blonde boy, Dave rubbed a hand over his aching dick. He was going to take his time 

administering the punishment but, after that, he was going to rock Taylor's world. With one hand still pressed 
against Taylor's back, Dave admired him. Taylor looked gorgeous bent over the couch. His legs were tight and 
strained, showing off his fabric clad ass before his back dipped and his arms rested on the couch's cushions. 


Taylor's head was down and Dave heard him whimper as he pressed a finger between Taylor's cheeks. 


"Don't worry, I'm going to take really good care of you. When we've finished with this, I'll take you to the 


bedroom and make you feel really good” 


Tucking a finger into the waistband of Taylor's tight shorts, Dave slowly drew them down, revealing an expanse 
of tanned skin as he did. He smirked at the lack of tan lines and imagined Taylor lying naked on the beach or 
beside the pool. Maybe he'd pay for another night just so he could watch that. 


Tucking the tiny shorts just below Taylor's ass, Dave again took up rubbing the young man's satiny skin. Feeling 
the peachy flesh was turning him on, his cock straining against his pants. 


Pulling his hand back, he gave Taylor's rump a sharp smack. The boy yelped and wriggled, one leg kicking back. 
Dave stood a moment to admire his handiwork, his hand print reddening that gorgeous, small bottom. He did it 
again, enjoying the way his hand snapped against the pert flesh. Again, Taylor wriggled and gasped, his legs 
kicking. Dave loved seeing that. Loved it when they didn't take their punishment lying down. 

As the redness on Taylor's ass grew, so did the noises he made. It started with whimpers and moans and 
progressed to "I'm sorry" and "please". He'd lift his head with each slap, his hands gripping at the couch. Dave 
held him down with the hand in his back as Taylor wriggled and squirmed. Occasionally Taylor would look back at 


him, his hazel eyes round and watery as though he was on the verge of tears. 


Finally, Dave lowered his hand. Bending down, he placed kisses to Taylor's rump, feeling where his own hand had 


warmed the skin Beneath his touches, the young man purred and began to relax 

"Just a few strokes with the cane then itll all be over," Dave softly said "Just to remind you of your place" 
At that, Taylor tensed and whined. "No," he whispered. "Please, no’ 

"But you're here to please me, right?" 

There was a pause before Taylor replied, "Yes" 

"And you tried to walk out?" 

vet 

"In that case, you need to take your punishment like the man you are" 


When Taylor looked up at him, Dave studied the young man's face for signs of distress. When he didn't see 
any, he picked up the cane. 


"As its your first time, I'll only give you a few." 

Returning his hand to the small of Taylor's back, he lined the cane up to the young man's plump, rounded 
backside. Pressing it into Taylor's skin, Dave pulled it back and let the first crack land home. Taylor howled and 
reared up and leaned against him, holding him down. 


"No!" Taylor howled. "No more! Please, no morel It hurts!" 


Is supposed to hurt. Its a reminder to keep you in your place." 


Pulling cane back, Dave delivered another one, savouring the sound of the cane whistling through the air before 
it snapped against Taylor's ass. Again, the young man howled, his legs kicking and his arms desperately reaching 
behind himself to cover his burning buttocks. Dave could hear him sniffling and coughing. He laid another four 
strokes across Taylor's ass before he stopped. Each time, Taylor did the same thing, wriggling and flailing, 
crying and begging. The tag of the collar jingled with every little movement. 


For a moment, he stood and looked down at the young man. Taylor had gone limp across the couch's arm. His 
knees were bent and his head rested on his hands. He sobbed softly and the welts on his ass burned bright 

red. Going back to the bedroom, Dave collected a small jar of ointment. Gently, he applied a layer to Taylor's 

ass, rubbing it into the skin. Taylor's sobs slowly changed to purrs of pleasure. When Dave pressed a finger 

between his ass cheeks, Taylor raised his pelvis a little, pushing himself back onto the invading digit. 


Carefully he pulled the boy into a standing position and wrapped his arms around Taylor's tiny frame. The 
young man tucked his head beneath Dave's chin, his arms going around the singer's waist. Taking a tissue from 


his pocket, he wiped away Taylor's tears before bending to kiss the boy's cheeks. 
"You did well," Dave softly said. "You did really well. 'm proud of you." 


They stood together for a few moments longer before Dave pulled back. Pressing a kiss to Taylor's forehead, 
he murmured, "Will you let me take you to bed?" 


When the young man nodded, Dave carefully picked him up, his arms cradling Taylor close. Slowly he walked to 
the bedroom and placed the blonde on the bed. Taylor whined as his sore ass touched the bedclothes. Stripping 
away his own clothes, he joined Taylor, his arms pulling him close. They exchanged slow, warm kisses, hands 
sliding over naked skin. Against his hip, Dave could feel Taylor's cock hardening and he smiled at how well 


endowed the young man was. Taylor was definitely going to be popular. 


Carefully he moved Taylor onto his front. Placing pillows beneath the young man's hips, Dave fetched a bottle 
of lube and a condom. The red stripes still burning across Taylor's skin and would do for a few more days, a 
stark reminder of his first ever caning. Dave hoped they'd also remind Taylor of the pleasure he felt in the 
aftermath. 


Dancing kisses up Taylor's legs, Dave buried himself between the young man's cheeks, his tongue playing over 
his entrance. He tasted young and naive, a perfect cherry for the plucking. Above him, Taylor squirmed and 
mewled, his hips rising and falling as he wantonly humped the pillows. With a hand in his back, Dave once more 
held the blonde down as he tended to Taylor's needs. He wanted Taylor's first time to be memorable and 


enjoyable. Wanted him to keep coming back for more. 


Pulling back, he parted Taylor's legs and admired his tight balls and hard cock. The young man was ready to be 
taken, his body begging for the heavenly pleasure. Coating a finger in lube, Dave carefully pushed it in. Taylor 

hissed and tightened before relaxing. Slowly, he moved his finger in and out before adding another, watching as 
Taylor stretched out over the bed. His hands reached for the other pillows, fingers curling into the bedsheets. 


Again, he raised his hips, giving Dave another glance of his gorgeous erection. One day, maybe he'd ask Taylor 
to fuck him. One day, maybe he'd sample that large dick for himself. But tonight was about their mutual 


pleasure as well as preparing Taylor for his new job. 


Rolling the latex down his hard cock, Dave knelt between Taylor's spread legs. He placed a kiss to the young 


man's back. 
"Ready?" he softly asked. 


Taylor lifted his head and nodded. "Yeah, I'm ready." 


Slowly Dave pushed himself in, his eyes rolling back as Taylor's virginal tightness wrapped around him. He let 
out a low groan, one that hid Taylor's gasp of pain. Pausing, he looked down at the body sprawled beneath him. 


Taylor was gorgeous, all slender body and willowy limbs. His hair was spread across the pristine sheets and his 
skinny shoulders rose and fell as he took deep breaths as though willing his body to relax. The cane marks 
were still glaringly red across his ass and Dave bent to press kisses to them, making Taylor purr. His scent 
was clean, almost a marking of how innocent he was. It reminded Dave of childhood Christmases and apple pie, 
of small town parades and Independence Day spent beside the lake. Dave wondered how long Taylor would retain 
his innocence for. Would it disappear after their joining? Or would Taylor continue to have that naive glimmer in 


his eyes for years to come? 

Slowly he began to rock, fascinated by how his cock moved in and out of the young man. Sure, he'd down this 
hundreds of times before but, with Taylor, something was different. Maybe it was because he was taking the 
young man's virginity. Or maybe it was because he felt a connection with Taylor, something deeper than the 
primal urge to fuck and come. 


"Damn, you feel good,” he murmured. "So good." 


At that, Taylor lifted his head and looked over his shoulder. His eyes were wide and glazed and a small smile 
played on his lips. 


"Will you make me come?" the young man asked. 

"Damn right, | am. I'm gonna rock your world." 

Pressing himself to the blonde boy's back, Dave leaned in for a kiss. It was one that Taylor gave in to easily, 
his lips warm and soft. His tongue flicked out and played over Dave's lips before plunging between them. Dave 
groaned and ploughed himself deeper. His balls slapped against Taylor's ass and the blonde hissed and whined as 


Dave pressed against the welts on his ass. 


"Feels good," Taylor purred. "Feels so fuckin’ good. You feel good" 


"You want more?" 

"Yes!" 

"Louder," Dave commanded. 

"Yes! Please!" Taylor howled. "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me hard!" 

That was all Dave needed to hear. Pulling himself up onto his knees, he gripped Taylor's hips and began to slam 
into the younger man. Beneath him, Taylor howled and writhed. His hips bucked from the pillows, rising to meet 
Dave's cock. And when Dave found that sweet spot, Taylor all but lost it, his voice ringing from the bedroom 
walls. 

"More! Please, give me more!" 

Dave wasn't one to disappoint and he ploughed in to the younger man as hard as he could. Already he could 
feel his orgasm rising, a twisting snake of pleasure deep in his stomach. Tapping Taylor's hips, he got the young 
man to lift himself. When he did, Dave slid a hand beneath him and wrapped his fingers around Taylor's dick. 
Pre-come slid from the head, coating the blonde's hard, throbbing flesh. Taylor bucked into his hand as he 
alternated between mewling and howling. His ass twitched around Dave, drawing him deeper as though begging 
him to fuck the blonde. 

He stroked the young man in time to his hurried thrusts. His orgasm was closing in on him, his body tightening. 
Beneath him, Taylor shuddered and groaned, his lithe body going limp as his seed soaked Dave's hand. That was 
all the singer needed as Taylor's body tightened around him. With a final howl, he filled the condom, his hips 
still rocking as he rode the sensual, warm heights of his orgasm. 

Leaning over Taylor, he danced kisses along the younger man's spine. "You're amazing. Thank you." 

Taylor lifted his head and gave Dave a small, lopsided smile. "You think?" 


"Yeah, yeah, you are." 


Sliding from the blonde, he discarded the condom before curling up next to Taylor. Taking the young man's face 
in his hands, Dave kissed Taylor. Kissed him like he meant it and not like he was some paid for fuck. 


I'm going to do something for you in the morning," Dave murmured 
At that, Taylor's eyes went wide, innocence swimming back through them. "What?" 


Dave smiled and gave him another, tiny kiss. "You'll see." 


Sitting in Max's office, Dave looked at the man sitting across from him. In his sixties and dressed in an 
expensive suit, Max studied a sheaf of papers before looking to Dave. 


"To keep Taylor for your exclusive use is $100,000 a year, Mr Grohl." 


Tapping his fingers against the arm of the leather chair, Dave glanced at the painting beyond the older man. It 
was a painting he recognised, one of people dancing on a beach. 


"How much to buy him from the club?" 

Max raised an eyebrow. "You want to buy him?" 

"Yes" 

"From us?" 

"Yes. Or is he a free man able to make his own decisions?" 


"No," Max replied. "He isn't. He owes us money for his medical and background checks as well for all the 


training he's been through." 

"How much?" Dave asked. 

"Two and a half million dollars." 

Dave didn't blink. He knew it would be a high price but he didn't care. Taylor was a free person, able to go 


home as he pleased. The club wouldn't keep him there against his will. But they were thinking of lost earnings. 


Taylor was cute and had many good years of working as a dancer and whore ahead of him. 
Standing, Dave held out his hand. "It's a deal." 
Max looked up at him and raised an eyebrow. "H's a lot of money for such an inexperienced boy." 


"Oh," Dave said with a smile. "He's experienced alright." 


Signing the paperwork, Dave handed his credit card to Marco. Taylor stood beside Dave, hands stuffed in his 
pockets. His throat was bare, the collar having been left behind in the room. No doubt The Orange Grove would 
hold on to it for him. Just in case. 


"So | assume you won't be coming to see us again, Mr Grohl” 


Dave smiled. "Oh, I'm sure we'll be back at some point. Maybe for a rice vacation" 
Marco handed the card back to Dave and raised an eyebrow. "So you two?" 
His smiled widened. "We might be, Marco. We might be. Have a great week, Marco. See you soon" 


Taking Taylor's hand, Dave made for the parking lot. Even that was hidden, the cars secreted away to give no 


indication of who was using the facilities. 

"You didn't have to do that," Taylor murmured. "I needed the money." 

"Yeah, | did. Besides." Dave pulled him to a stop beneath a tree. Cupping Taylor's face, he tilted the young man's 
head back and looked down into eyes that were filled with the wonders of a world unseen. "You're gonna make 
far, far more money as my drummer.” 

A smile swept over the blonde's face and, with a small squeal of delight, he threw his arms around Dave's 
neck. Warm, wet kisses were pressed to Dave's throat. Laughing, he picked up the young man and held him 


close. 


We're gonna finish conquering this world together. Just you an‘ me, kid 


